IOO         EXPLORATION  AND  DEFINITIONS

dren are romantic poets, and dwell happily on the borderland
of make-believe. There are imperceptible degrees, for them as
well as for us, between Let's play . . . lefs pretend . . , lefs
be. Just as youthful explorers, pirates, Indian fighters, gang-
sters or G-men have to be returned by the police to their
anxious families, we find adults seriously fancying themselves in
the character, clothes and station of their chosen hero. French
society, in the clear rational dawn of the Classical Age, at-
tempted to copy the tone, manners, sentiments of Honore
d'Urfe's romance, Astree. As far as Poland, there were Balzac
Clubs, every member of which strove to be "Balzacian." Reality
imitates art: there is no higher tribute. Of such an influence of
reading upon life, there is of course no better example than
Don Quixote*

The biography of literary taste, so far, has been a happy
story. With adolescence, we enter upon a period of doubts and
conflicts 5 at times of ludicrous contrasts, like the odd breaking
of the voice. For a few, there is unchecked expansion 5 and in-
deed this ought to be the norm, for there is no lack of excellent
books, substantial and artistic, accessible to boys and girls in
their early teens. Yet, in many cases, the taste for reading al-
most disappears 5 in not a few, a genuine distaste for literature
begins to be manifested. Of course, high school life brings with
it greater interest in organized sports, social activities, and at
least the adumbration of professional training: literature has to
encounter vigorous rivals. Experience grows so suddenly richer
that reading finds it hard to keep pace with it. Childish things
are hastily put away; but the initiation into adult life is apt to
be awkward, and at times painful.

It must be recognized therefore that the high school teachers
of literature have to face an incredibly difficult task 5 it is not
certain that they have always met it with adequate wisdom and
sympathy. For years, many of my Biographers of T&$t& have
complained that literature was utterly spoilt for them by pedan-
tic methods. Masterpieces were forced upon unwilling palates;
some were totally unsuitable to the age and preparation of the